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T0 TH READER. 


THE Author hopes the Reader will not fo far miſ- 

conſtrue the purpoſe of this Epiſtle, as to ſup- 
_ poſe it intended as a vehicle for illiberality. He is one 
of thoſe who laments the deficiency of a well-arranged 
Diſſertation, on the Life, Genius, and Literary Character 
of Dr. Johnſon. He conſiders Mrs, Piozzi's Anecdotes, 


and 


— — —-— ! —ꝝ 


* — 
——_— 


La ) 


and Mr. Boſwell's Journal of the Tour to the Hebrides, 


merely as caricatures of a man, who deſerved better of his 
friends, than to be placed i in ſo diſreſpeable a point, of 
view. Sir John Hawkins has certainly been ridiculouſly 
minute; and could not even ſuffer the ſtory of the Brood ; 
of Duck, nor the fatality which attended the odd one, 
to remain unnoticed. Such fidelity of narration might 


have been excuſed, were not the performance degraded by 


ſo many ill-timed cenſures, on characters entirely uncon- 


nected with the ſubject.— The Author heartily wiſhes Mr. 

Boſwell ſucceſs in his preſent undertaking. —Many ex- 
amples will induce that Gentleman to remark, that good 
taſte is founded on a certain criterion ; and, that its 
principles may be applied to Biography, equally with 
any other produRt of Literature. Had Mr. Murphy ori- 
ginally executed a deſign of this nature, he would 


7 i doubt- 


( WW} 
doubileſs have convinced us of the truth of this aſſertion, 


The Author ſincerely hopes, that the gentle hints of 
Peter Pindar, and Mr. Boſwell's own experience, will fo 
far meliorate this long-promiſed publication, as to ren- 
der it, in every reſpect, worthy the thanks and attention 


of the Publick. 


S 1K, 


As. a new report of buſy Fame, 


To public notice elevates your name; 


While printer's devils, with aſſiduous care, 


Cull the choice letters, and the preſs prepare; 
F. While chaſte Biography her ſkill diſplays, 

Each ftriking feature of the mind nn 

Unbends to timely Mirth the Sage's brow, 

Severe as Jephtha's, ſadd' ning o'er his vow, 

While Bon Mots gay with graver ſyſtems blend, 

And each nice touch diſcriminates your Friend, 


B 


( J. 


May kindlier Science all her ſmiles diffuſe, 
To bleſs the third - born offspring of thy Muſe * ! 
May we extoll thoſe charms, in her combin'd, 


Which twice ten years have poliſh'd and refin'd! 


And iſſuing forth (a literary prize), 


Wearing, of thought mature, the ſober guiſe, 


May ſhe deſcend to Cadell / as ond 


Great Jove to Danae, in a ſhower of gold! 


E'en now elaps'd a claſſic Luſtrum's ſpace, 
Since you eKk'd out, with a peculiar grace, 
A book, which narrative Old-age approves, 
Which ſelf-applauding Egotiſm loves, 

Of every wonder-ſecking reader ſare, 


The Journal of the Caledonian Tour. 


* The Hiſtory of Carfica, and the Journal of the Tour to the Hebrides, were 
Mr. Boſwell's firſt and ſecond literary productions. 


Ah, 


(.$ 7} 


Ah, what relief theſe wakeful eye-balls knew, 

When they had kenn'd % /2/ o&7ave through! 

But how my eager expectation roſe, 

When the Appendix ventur'd to diſcloſe, 

% That you, not weary with the rugged road, 

Acroſs which you and Doctor Johnſon ſtrode, 

Whom not the Higbland barren brow affrights, 

Arduous to climb, as erſt, Pieria's heights ; 

Not yet content, yin future plans t annull, | 

After the tale of oak-ſtick loſt in Mull; 

Not ſea-ſick with your former ſail to Sky, 

Oppoſing ſtorms and adverſe winds defy ; 

Again, with unremitting zeal, propoſe 

A more extenſive Journal to diſpoſe, 

With Thrale and Hawkins waging letter'd ſtrife, 

To paint the chequer'd voyage of Johnſon's life. 
| B 2 


Much 
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Much J rejoice, that, in the coming ſpring, 


The honour'd ſage to public view you bring, 


And, ſcorning to epitomize the man, 
Expand a quarto on an ampler plan; 
While bee-like ftores, of gather'd ſweets, compleat 


For Britiſh taſte, a Biographic treat.” 


This meed to thee belongs, nor Thou refuſe 
The courteous off rings of an humble Muſe ; 
Her ſtrains degraded by no venal view, 
The choſen ſubject of their theme purſue, 
Lucina-like, give this epiſtle birth, | 
To make an affidavit of thy worth ; 
Prompt, both thy merits and thy faults to weigh, 
Nor theſe, Nor thoſe, ſhall claim an undue ſway, | 
Blame unapply'd, or general, marrs the cauſe, 


Unjuſt alike, as indiſtinct applauſe. 


But 


( 89% 
But firſt her lays each unfair thought reſign, 
And pay their ſacrifice at Candour's ſhrine 
Thy former ſample; thy ſhe aims to ſcan, 
Scorns, through that medium, to abuſe the man 
"Tis ham mankind, by ſober Prudence taught, 
Amend thoſe ills, which Inexperience wrought ; 
Een by obſerving others' failings too, 
Boſwell, thy wit may touch the mean ſo true, 
By ſhunning each excurſive, ill-tim'd tale, | 
Rever'd by Hawkins, and ſpun out by Thrale, 
Thy promis'd * may ſtill enſure ſucceſs, 
And change its Higbland, for an Attic dreſs. 


Oh Dar Pindar, beſt theſe fabjetts fit, 
The lively Callies of hy genuine wit, | 
Thy fong, each garb, as Fancy decks her, wears, 
Thy ridicule, the teſt of Truth appears, 


By 


By Britain's genius opportunely plac'd, 
To prune our errors, and correct our taſte, 
An equal tribute too await thoſe lays, 


Which erſt for Chambers wove the claſſic bays, 


When Flora, in fantaſtic pageants areſs d, 

The charms of Oriental taſte confeſs'd ; 

And ſaw, where Nature's chaſter guiſe adorns 

The rifing ſwell, the mazy ſweep of lawns, 

Exotic China's temples intervene, 

And alien Pagods variegate the ſcene. 

Oh, had thy verſe, in diſcontinuous lays, 

To dulcet notes attun'd his growing praiſe, | 

When erſt by Father Thames's coal-clad fide, 
£ Somerſet's manſion roſe, our boaſted pride, 


* See the Epiſtle te Sir W. Chambers, oceafioned by his Treatiſe on Oriental 
Gardening, | 


1 | What 
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What tho” their airy heights the ſummits ſhow, 
An equal depth the pile obtains below ; 
Where dank, and dark, as fam'd Poto/?s mine, 
Impriſon'd clerks for Zephyr-breezes pine, 
Desk-worn, and darkling, drudge for ſcanty pay, 
While noxious vapours drown the joys of day. 
What tho ! around thy cornice- fringed pile, 
Where all the forms of flowing Sculpture ſmile, 
The frequent Urns confeſs thy hand profuſe, 
Their purpoſe dubious, dubious more their uſe ; 
Each mytic-meaning vale, the fabric blots, 

Too fitly nam' d, Sir William's Chanber-pots. 
Leave not unſun g, this celebrated pair, 

Famous, for building caſtles in the air, 

This, who the prize, by Architecture won, 

This too, Biography thy ELDER SON; 
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To fables 2˙¹8, 7his to diſtinctions prone, 

Knighted for reaſons to himſelf beſt known. 

vet if, th employ, it wills thee to reſign, 

Too vent'rous I, to make thy labours, mine 

With feebler aim, aſpire to diſengage, 

Johnſon ſad reliques, from each motley page ; 
Though bright each ſcatter'd beam, their gather'd rays, 


Drawn to one point, with ſocial ardour blaze, 


Boſwell, ere yet you ſtow your ſtores abroad, 
(As yet, at anchor thou, and ſafely moor'd) 
An ample cargo, of unuſual weight, 
Various, as India captain's Chineſe freight ; 
Ere yet, thy cable quit the well-known ground, 
Ere yet thy plummet loſe the meaſur'd found, 


Ere 


(#4 


Ere Expectation ſpreads her eager fails, 
Foreſtalls ſacceſs, and courts the ſwellin g gales; 
Ere yet, from port thy firſt-rate veſſel glide, 
Let Vit, and Fudgement, at the helm preſide. 

Diomeds, with two whips ſupply'd by calm Diſcretion, 
(The tale is Homer's), pray excuſe digreſſion, 

Urg'd on his eager courſers to the race, 

And brought his car within the given ſpace. 
| Thy bow, thus doubly-ſtrung, obey this rule, 
Thou claſlic lover of Minerva's ſchool ; | 
In conſtant view a two-fold quadrant keep, 

To point your bearings thro' the treacherous deep; 
No ill-judged ſpeed, the compaſs ſhould exclude, 
Whole magnet virtue points our latitude : 
With all theſe me requiſites ſupply'd, 

The fav'ring gales, ſhall ſmooth th' oppoſing tide; 
© Nor 


s GY 


Nor will th' attempt, the timely purpoſe fail, 
When, round Life's ocean, you with Johnſon ſail. 
Boſwell, no more thy /ogbook journal, which 


Infects us all with anecdotic itch ; 


Thy treaſur'd hoard of tales, which nicely fit 

Thy genius, teeming with excurſive wit, P 

No more muſt they, provoking critic rage, 

Diſgrace the theme of thy hiſtoric page : 

For, while ſuch pleaſantries, thy judgement flatter, 
Olla Podrida ſo involves the matter, 

We, like hat Sultan *, charm'd by alien themes, 


Lull'd by his fabling bride's Arabian dreams, 


Our vow'd intent forego, each hour beguile, 


Tranc'd by romantic Fancy's magic ſmile 


* Alluding to the ſtory which explains the origin and intent of the Arabian 
Nights- Entertainments, | | 


But 


C00 I 
But loſe the man, whoſe comprehenſive lore, 
Dar'd the extremes of Learning's bounds explore, 


And by enlighten'd Truth's unerring clue, 


Each mazy labyrinth of doubt purſue, 


As then, I wiſh to ſee thy labours raiſe 
A votive monument to Johnſon's praiſe, 
Thy twice ten years, of long and patient toil, 
Mature the knowledge of this happy iſle, 
And view, with hope ſincere, thy laurel'd brow, 
Crown'd with the honours of the Delphic bough ; 
A gentle hint, or two, ſhall not nnd | 
Nor thou, confound the /azyr//, with the friend. 
Oh tell no more; ** bow, in the evning late, 


At Boyd's Inn, at the head of Cannon-gate, 


. Johnſon 


(12) 


Jobnſon arrivd; clad, as he iravelld down u, 
In a plain ditto ſuit of ruſet brown, 
The buttons of like colour with the cloaths, 
His buckles fiver, black his worſted hoſe : 
His head appeard Gor gonically big, 
In buſhy honours of a griz2le wig : 
How, on the Journey which be took with you, 
Booted he was, and wore a vaſt ſurtout, 
Whoſe pockets would contain an ample ohio, 
Two volumes of bis Diclionary Folio; 
And in his band be bore a Britiſh oak, 
Which buds at Mull, and forms a pleaſant joke. 
* Mr. Boſwell's Journal, p. 9.— He wore a full ſuit of plain brown cloaths, with 
twiſted hair buttons of the ſame colour; a large buſhy greyiſh wig ; a plain ſhirt ; 
black worſted ſtockings, and filver buckles. Upon this Tour, when journeying, 
he wore boots, and a very wide, brown, cloth great coat, with pockets which 
might have almoſt held two volumes of his folio Dictionary; and he carried in his 


hand a large oak flick; by and by, my readers will find this ſtick will bud, and 
produce a good joke. 


7 L How, 


( 13 ) 

How, at the inn, bis lemonade to fweeten , 

(For which the waiter nearly had been beaten) 

Th unſeemly Scot, about all ſcruples eaſy, 

Popp'd in the ſugar with his Angers greaſy, 
The Do&or choleric, throwing down the whole, 

Made a libation of the baleful bowl. 

Or how, Veronica, a Flemiſh name , 

Counteſs of Kincardine, expands thy fame, 

Allyd to thy forefathers, amps on thee, 

The honours of a po- ola pedigree. 

Or how you ſcrupled tarrying in the room, 

To fit in company with David Hume 2; 


* P. 12. He wiſhed to have his lemonade made ſweeter ; upon which the waiters 
with his greaſy fingers, lifted a lump of ſugar, and put into it. The Doctor, in in- 
dignation, threw it out of the window. | a | 
t The Saint's name of Veronica was introduced into out family, through my 
great-grand-mother Veronica, Counteſs of Kincardine, a Dutch lady of the noble 
houſe of Sommelſdyck, &c. | 
9 P. 21. Beſides, I have always lived on good terms with Mr. Hume, though I 
have frankly told him, I was not clear it was right in me to keep company with him 


Speak 


——— — 


(84 )) 
Speak for yourſelf, you beſt can 1el the tales _ 
With Adam Smith, what motive could prevail? 10 
Hume's Hiſlory's initial page 10 better, 
By writing then. a. panegyric letter, 
Each ſentence with ſuch commendation fraught, | 
That, kenning what my old Profeſſor taught, 
I have, cry'd I, with Pſalmiſt's Holy preachers, 
More underſtanding ſurely, than my teachers *. 
Bofewell, let this ſuffi » ; yet, one word more, 
Then we'll eraſe this anecdoiic ſcore : 1 
No more an echo, faithful to diſclaſe, 
Where Jobnſon ſpit, when Johnſon * bis noſe ; 


* The whole of this paſſage is ſo remarkable, that it is more eligible to give it 
in Mr. Boſwell's own words: When [| read this ſentence, delivered by my old 
% Profeſſor” (meaning the learned and ingenious Dr. Adam Smith),“ I could 
4% not help exclaiming with the Pfalmiſt, Surely J have now more underſtanding 
4 than my teachers,” 1858 


Shoutd 


© 0.3 


Should you perchance indulge in too much grog *, 
Note not, the Doctor calls you, * Drunken Dog zo 
Preſcribes a dram, to mitigate your pain, 

And cries to Corry, ( Fill him drunk again: 
That, | to atone the ſin, you next ——_ 

To your friend's room, and ope the Book of Prayer , 
Where opportiunely found, theſe words expreſs, 


With wine be drunk not, wherein is exceſs, 


P. 310. I awaked at noon with a ſevere head-ach. TI was much vexed I ſhould 
have been guilty of ſuch a riot, and afraid of a reproof from Dr. Johnſon. About 
one he came into my room, and accoſted me, What, drunk yet?“ ““ Sir,” ſaid 
I, they kept me up.” He anſwered, ** No, you kept them -up, you Drunken 
Dog.” Soon afterwards, Col. Cernichatachin, and other friends, afſembled in my 
bed-room, Corry had a brandy- bottle with him, and inſiſted I ſhould take a dram— 
% Ay,” ſaid Dr. Johnſon,” fill him drunk again.” 

+ When I aroſe, I went into Dr. Johnſon's bed-room, and taking up Mrs. 
MKinnon's Prayer-Book, I opened it at the Twentieth Sunday after Trinity, in 
the Epiſtle for which I read, ** And be not drunken with wine, wherein is exceſs,” 


| Some would have taken this as a Divine Interpoſition. 


Which 


{ 16 ) 


 #hhich bear to you the proofs of their commiſſion, 
Alluding to Divine Interpoſition. 

Next mark, how by ſuch idle Ges fail, 

The plans of Hawkins, and of Mrs. Thrale; 
Een, may each novel joke, ſo well expreſt, 
Eke out Joe Millar, with another jeſt : 

Then let us Boſwell candidly engage, 

In ſcanning Hawkins's many-colour'd page; 
And while we, for our own inſtruction look, 
Revere the man, but alu ths: book. 

Lo! firhl, the tragic fate, and ill-farr'd luck, 
Which cruſh'd the embryo form, of Maſter Duck *; 
Ab wbat avails [ that erſi with duckling gabble, 
In/tinftive Nature, taught thy tongue 10 babble : 


* Vide Sir John Hawkins's Life of Dr. Johnſon, p. 6. 


Happier 


6. 0-7] 


Happier thy lot, than if when bounteous Spring 
Profuſely deigns ber choiceft peas to bring, 

A vickim thou hadſt bled, zoithout a name, 
Unknown, unſung, by anecdotic fame, 

5 When little Johnſon, in his fourth-year's FRO, 
O'ercaſis thy infant bopes, the ſunſhine of thy morn, 
Here * Gormund Wood, extolPd by his Recorder, 
A poet of the water- drinking order, 

Threatens as much black-pudding to devour, 
Within the compaſs of his dinner-bour, 

As, when the threads the kneaded maſs entwine, 
Would croſs the Thames, in diſcontinuous line. 
Lo Doctor Bircb, with patient flep around t, 


Before his breakfaſt, meaſures London's ground ; 


VVide p. 142. + P. 207. 


=O. Tis 
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Its ſpace, its bounds, preciſely be defines, | 

Without great Buclid's geometric lines. 1 
With ſage remark to interſperſe the olio, 

The Doclor knocks down Oſborne with a folio u. 
Here, Drury repreſents Irene's fat, 

Irene, dieht in Afatic ate; 


Bebind the ſcenes, ber beaux-like bard, full dre, 


Beamd in the ſpangles of a- gold-lac'd veſt +. 
Here Johnſon's hurried to OBlivion's graue 
For why ? jo contemplate the Printer Cave, 
Who, buoy d up by the ſale of Magazines, 
A thriving Cit, aſfecis politer ſcenes, 


Profuſely gilt; new-letter', and revisd,. 
De old edition caſt off” and deſpi'd,” 


| # Vide p. 150. | 


| + P. 199. Johnſon was behind the ſcenes, and, thinking the character of an 
| author required ſome mark of diſtinQioug} appeared in a gold-laced waiſtcoat, 


| | 1 No 
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No more on foot be ſqueezes thro' the throng ; 

Urban indeed, he drives bis coach along, 

His pan nels making Aboftolic Male, 

Blazon the Mural creft of St. John's Gate “: 

Ah! happy he! who did not ne to feel 

The ten- pounds tax which now obſtructs the wheel. 
| Would'{ thou the palm in criticiſm bear ? 

Read then ! what I coi ſcarce with patience hear ; 

Mark well thoſe comments, which, if true, indeed 


Would damn both Richardſon's and Fielding's + Creed : 


For 


* The ſtory is too long for inſertion ; but the whole equipage of Sylvanus Urban 
is minutely deſcribed ; and the reaſon given which induced Mr. Cave to decorate 
his pannels with a painting of St. John's Gate. 

+ Vide p. 214.—Take Sir John Hawkins's own words. Speaking of Fielding: 
& This man was a writer of farces, few of which are now read; then an anti- 
miniſterial writer; and then a creature of the Duke of Newcaſtle, who gave him 
a nominal qualification to ſet up as a Trading Juſtice, He was the author of Tom 
Jones, a book ſeemingly intended to ſap the foundation of that morality which it is 

| : *> the 
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For here, Tom Jones, dive//ed of per fefions, 
Reæſolues all virtue into good affections; ; 
Goodneſs of heart ſupplies his morals, beauty, 
In contradifion to the ſenſe of duty. 5 
Grandiſon, Pamela, and Clariſſa fail , 
Their merits weigh'd in the impartial ſcale, 


Nor 


the duty of parents to inculcate. His morality, in reſpect that it reſolves all virtue 
into good affeQions, in contradiction to moral obligation, and a ſenſe of duty, is 
that of Lord Shafteſbury vulgariſed a ſyſtem of excellent uſe in palliating vices 
moſt injurious to ſociety. He was the inventer of that cant phraſe, ** Goodneſs 
of heart; which is every day uſed as a ſubſtitute for probity ; and means little more 
than the virtue of a horſe and a dog. In ſhort, he has done more towards cor- 
| rupting the riſing generation, than any writer we know of.—Theſe are Sir John 
Hawkins's liberal comments on Fielding ; whoſe works will continue to be ad- 
. mired long after the time which ſhall have conſigned this ſpecimen of biography to 
thoſe honours, which Horace appropriates to ſuch productions: 7 


in vicum, vendentem thus, et odores, 
Et piper, et quicquid chartis amicitur ineptis.“ | | 
| Epiſt. I. Lib. 2. 

* Vide p. 217. Others there are who think that neither his Pamela, Clarif, ar 
* Grandifon, are to de numbered among the books of rational and inſtructive amuſe- 


ment > 
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Nor can in Admiration's eye engage 
With chaſte narrations of Gil Blas's Le Sage; 
Mid their falſe views of Manners, intervene 
A thin, a flimſy fyle, a texture mean; 
The youthful heart, to ſpecious Vice allure, 
Tho' bad their moral which affects the cure. 
Of Fielding then, and Richardſon, beware 
Wards of Sir Jobn, ye boys, ye Britiſh fair; 
In rapturous dreams, they bid your paſſions flow, 
And the ſoft influence of ſenſation glow ; 
Gloſs o'er each crime, and fann the riſing flame, 
Invite with Sentiment's deluſive name; 
ment; that they are not to be compared to the novels of Cervantes, or the more 
ſimple and chaſte narration of Le Sage. The texture of his writings is flimſy and thin; 
his fyle mean and feetle, Though they pretend to a moral, it often turns out to be a 
bad one. The cant term of him and his admirers, is ſ-ntiment and ſentimentality. In- 
deed, Sir John Hawkins is peculiarly happy in a new mode of conveying his opi - 


nions ; and has, with great addreſs, made his Life of Dr. Johnſon a vehicle for 


them. 


: Bid 
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Bid the full pulſe, with big emotions. beat, 

And ſubtly quicken in the magic heat, 

Inform each wiſh, and teach each warm deſire, 
To court, like Semele, the fatal fire. 


Here ſtay thy flight, my inexperienc'd Muſe, 
A temperate candour beſt commends thy uſe ; 
No lawleſs Saturnalia ſhould provoke, 
_Untemper'd by applauſe the feſtive joke; 

And bluſh, tho' haſte now flutters on thy wing, 
Unmix'd by praiſe, thy cenſuring jeers to fling: 
Happy each trait of merit to diſcern, 
From Parſon Adams, due forbearance learn; 
Generous and juſt, to no one ſect confin's, 

His feeling heart was warm for all mankind, 
Though Truth his objef, 'twas his fixt decree, 


To drop a tear to human frailty. 


Y | nk 
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We knew the ſolace which thy heart ſupply'd, 
We knew the virtues of thy fre/ide ; 
Thy ſympathy, thy firm and ſteady zeal,. 


Warm'd into generous glow for Jobnſon's weal ;. 


Thy. counſel ſweet, effective to beſtow 

Thoſe fond endearments which from Friendſhip flow; 

When Genius, ſtruggling with ill-fated woes, 

Panted her full-blown vigour to diſcloſe, 

Eager her untry'd vitiiohs to expand, 

Chill'd by the graſp of Penury's icy hand. 

Or when deſponding thoughts their pangs impart, . 

Or fears mis- featur d agitate the heart; 

When wavering Faith, by conſcious Guilt oppreſt, 

Haunted, with ſceptic doubt, the troubled breaſt ; 

To thee, t allay theſe torturing woes was giv'n, 

To point, | with purpoſe firm, the ſurer Heav'n, 
Friend, 
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Friend, in that hour of need; at thy controul, 


Calm Reſignation repoſſeſt his ſoul ; 


Till, as the Sun's beams pierce the glooms of night, 
Dawn into day, and brighten into light, 

Thoſe ghaſtly phantoms of Deſpair are fled, 

Thoſe viſionary dreams of Terror, ſped ; 


No more does troubled Fancy's ſickly view, 


Pourtray thoſe ſhadowy tints of darker hue ; 
But Faith, with croſs-uprear'd, and ſtep ſerene, 


With ardent eye, and Patience ſober mien, 


To rapture, kindles Hope's enliv'ning ray, 


And gilds the proſpect, of the cloſing day, 


Mark ! how the ingenious Dame of Streatham *, paid 


Her obſequies to Doctor John/or's ſhade ; 


* Vide Mrs, Piozzi's Anecdotes of Dr. Johnſon, 


She, 
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She, wrapt in admiration, oft had hung 


Ober wond'rous accents of his magic tongue; 


While, in her ear thoſe fairy echoes play, 


And o'er her fond imagination ſtray, 


While, ſuch collective ſtores her memory fill, 


Ah, ſay ! could zwommar poffibly be till | 


For public view, her plaſtic Fancy dreſt 


Anew, each hreadbare, Canterbury jeſt : 


Oh Lady, ſay! by what name ſhall I quote ye? 
By Mrs. Thrale, or Ttalis'd Piozzi ? 


Ye Fair, with kindlier charms, by Nature gracd 


For other ſtudies, cultivate a taſte - 


Aim not, to wield the literary pen ; 
Leave Hebrew, Greek, and Latin, all to men: 


E Unleſs 


\ 
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Unleſs a Carter *, by 1ygus's ſtream, 

Awake the warm, enthuſiaſtic theme 2 

Bid each ern Sage, his Sioic worth diſplay, 
And Epictetus moralize the lay. | 
The ſilk-ſtrung 8 paints the violet blue, 
The lily pale, the tulip's roſy hue; 

The buſy, imitative pencil, vies 


With beauteaus Iris's many-colour'd dyes, 


While light and ſhade, their meet accordance give, 


As Joy to Grief, and bid the picture live. 

"Tis yours, the captive paſſions to command, 
And tune to Harmony with Minfrel hand, 
Which, as the notes a ſofter mood inipire, 
Strikes a new language, to the living lyre. 


* Sec Mrs. Carrer's excelleut tranſlation of Epictetus. 
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Tis yaurs to ſhew, in conſcious virtue great, 
Vice has no leſs yaur pity, than your hate, 
Still to preſerve the charmer in the wife, 


And add a dignity to ſocial life. 


Permit me, Boſvell, to remark to thee, 
Another failing of Biography : 
Too oft the mo of ber ſioried page 
In ſubjects, foreign to their views, engage; 
She, prompt to bid the unexperienc'd youth, 


At Virtue's altar, light the lamp of Truth, 


Too oft forbids theſe tragic ſcenes to cloſe, 
Which tearful Pity lulls to long repoſe. 

If falſe his theory, juſt the critic law, 

Tries well its claims, and pays no ſervile awe; 
His pradlice frail, let generous Candour ſcan 
With Sympathy, the errors of the man; 


E 2 Leaſt 
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Leaſt the big ſigh, ſhould heave ſome kindred breaft, 
Which patient Reſignation huſh'd to reſt : 
From the dim eye, the tear unbidden ſteal, 
And Memory, the. dich of Sorrow, feel. 
To him, whoſe precept would a rule impart 
ro mould the manners, and to form the heart, 
The drama firſt, her ſcenic aid ſupplies, 


Or fabling Fancy's allegoric dyes, 


Or griefs, with which the hiſtoric ſcenes expand, 
Griefs, on which Time has laid her healing hand; 
Not thine, Biograpby, to feign a zeal 


For man; and all his frailties to reveal: 


* 


Stay then that moral *, eager to diſcloſe, 


Too recent Miſery's freſh and bleeding woes; 


* Theſe lines were occaſioned by ſome very il timed remarks on the Life and 
Character of an unfortunate Gentleman ; for whoſe abilities Dr. Johnſon always 


profeſſed the higheſt eſteem, 


Curs'd 
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Curs'd its cold caution, as that beacon's ray, 
Too feebly bright, to point the better way, 
Looks down, when proſperous gales have ceas'd to blow 


On adverſe ſtorms, which wreck. the bark below. 


Deem not, the M#/e ſevere in znoody ſpleen, 
Thy Handmaid ſbe, with frugal care would glean, 
The fields with wild oats, and with weeds o'ergrown, 
Which 7John/on's bu/bandmen have idly ſown ; 
Leſt, rank in vicious growth, they choak the ſoil, 
And once more, Boſwell, diſappoint thy 707/ : 
Her faintly-glowing colours, aim to paint, 
Falſe wit, in all her playful fancies quaint, 
Falſe taſte, to hold forth to the teſt of day, 
Dight in conceit, in Tuſcan pageant gay; 


Not, with a Nero's ſcorn, aloof to gaze, 


Light up the brand, and triumph o'er the blaze. 


I | | Ter 


—— —x— — 


1 —ñů ——̃ — 3 Re — —ä— ͤ—[—— —¾ <P or a — 


62060 


ere is her taſk reſigmd: t' aſſiſt the cauſe, 


o form a code of biographic laws, 


Their rules approv'd, thy own example make, 


And &ther Marton * for a model take: 


What, tho' the one bade Poetry expand, 

Her embryo jeeds, and bloſſoms o' er the land, 
What tho' his Genius bade great Milton's Muſe 
'In chafter guiſe, each native grace diffuſe ; 


Let not Ozconomy's unſeemly deed, 


Withold: from Horace the Auguſlan | meed, 


Nor Parſimony's ſparing hand keep back 


Queen Beſs's New-Year's-Gift, the butt of act, 
Tho fail'd the Ode, thoſe Lyric tunes to ſing, 


Which charm, and captivate, our gracious King. 


' Bofwell, to treſpaſs farther on your time, 
Were ſure impertinence, if not a crime: 


Vide Eſſay on the Life, Writings, and Genius of Pope. 
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To you, the Britons a choice taſt reſign, 
And wait the effort of the grand deſign ;- 
Foreſtall the day,. when forth to public view, 
The copy faithful, and the /er/ance true, 
With animation full, the 3/2 ſhall ſtand, 
Touct'd into life by thy Prometbean hand, 
On Parian Baſe, mid Britiſh worthies plac'd, 


A well-wrought model of true Phydian taſte. 


Enough, no more by Johnſo- mania ſmit, 
Or wild, in ſallies of excurſive Wit, 
Let quaint Conceit diſplay her gaudy creſt, 
Or Egotiſim, ber ſelf-embroider'd veſt 5 
Nor, Zales portentous, of old-women bred, 
What time the Gnomes, their elfin fancies ſped, . 
Wed in alliance; nor the work diſgrace, 
With Flemyh farce, and ſcenery out of place, 


J. eaſt 
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T.caſt, like the wild confuſion of a dream, 


NI, featur'd Chaos, maſł the motley theme. 


As when in ſearch of monuments of art, 
Which, een thy ruins, ſacred Greece, impart, 
Where Architecture, with Vitruvian toil, 

And varied orders, deck d the fancy'd pile, 

Bade ſigur'd columns leafy brows ſaſtain 

Reverd Mythology thy votive fane, 

Lo! her wis-/bapen pillars ill are ſeen, 

Faintly to ſhew, what Corinth once has been, 

Or, would the Delezanti's curious eye, 

The portico of Academe deſcry, 

Where Truth, her new-born light, in part reveab d, 
In part from Plato, and from Greece conceal'd, 

In vain the ſearch ; amid promiſcuous piles 


'Th' unwelcome moſque, unfolds her Pagan aiſles, 


Her 
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Her alien vibes, ſcarce leave one genuine trace, 


One mournful ve/ige, of each attic grace. 


Great ſage, t approve my parting tribute, deign, 
Nor deem this . verſe-encypher'd off ring vain 
Say ? Shall this requiem o'er thy hallow d tomb, 
Bid, full with life, thy ſainted virtues bloom ? 

A NAraneer's hand thy obſequies compoſe, 
Collect thy reliques, and each part diſpoſe ? 
With pious care, and holy zeal, return 


Thy ſcatterd aſhes, to their proper urn. 


Thy well-earn'd Wiſdom, of exhauſtleſs ſtore, 
Temper'd by Reaſon's philoſophic lore ; 
Thy Virtue pure, with ampler moral fraught, 
Could reach the practice, which her precepts taught ; 


F Theſe, 
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Theſe, each on each, a light alternate throw, 


And, with reflected beams of ſplendour, glow. 


Thine are the varied views, which unconfin'd 


Ex patiate freely o'er the human mind, 


Offsprings of muſing thought, they fitly ſhow 


What, we to each preſcriptive duty owe. 


Thy nice diſtinctions, curious to divide 
What, coarſe conceptions had too near ally d; 
To each word, limit the idea due, 

And, from falſe notions, Gate the true. 


Whence her fair being Virtue's ſelf aſſumes? 


Which happier ſect, on ſurer proofs preſumes ? 


Does ſhe, from moral Senſe, her Hence draw, 


From S$haſteſbury's characteriſtic law? 


5 5 Or, 


Or, from by //tem's more endearing hue, 


O Clarke * 9 from mutual o ation due; 
Society, ſuch zuterebanges join, 
Attract the whole, and into oe combine, 
While 7/ghts and duties, well obſerv'd ally 
The moral compact, and confirm the tie. 
Thy Wit, (each ſyſtem pois'd in equal ſcale,) 
Pierces dark Sopbiftry's my/terious veil ; 

Thy reas nings deep, by Heav'n-born Truth impreſt, 
Direct concretion to the /cepzic breaſt, 
Unaided lo! the metaphy/ic eye 
No farther dares the dari avy/s to try; 
of /andfion'd evil, to explore the ſource, 


Or trace the labyrinths of her devious courſe : 


* Dr. Johnſon was a favourer of Clarke's ſy ſtem. 
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The Academic Moralit retires, 
The firmer Chriſtian fans the holy fires, 
Marks, how to each, of lab ring Nature's woes, 


A twin-born aid, the moral good * beſtows. 


Let deſtin'd empire to the Weſtward tend, 
Or vaſſal'd Europe to a conqueror bend, 
| Tho! Learning ſink beneath her Gothic foes, 
Or more, than Turkiſh ignorance, oppoſe. 
Hence infant Science fhall her ſtores increaſe, 
As erſt tracks Egypt, Italy, or Greece ; 

She, like the diamond's luſtre, near expires, 
Tho! hid her radiance, tho' obſcur'd her fires, 
Her veſtal lamp, lights up a ceaſeleſs ray, 
Darts thro! the gloom, and brightens into day. 

* Vide Ne 89 of the Idler; a moſt perſpicuous and excellent paper, written ex- 


preſsly on this ſubje®, entituled, Natural Evil, the Cauſe of Moral Good.“ 
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In recklefs tumult, if in ages hence, 
Gigantic Barbariſm's reign commence z 
If mid progreſſive Learning's toilſome years, 
Chequer'd by flattering hopes, or anxious fears, 
Should, mid her letterd triumphs, intervene, 
The dreary dullneſs of the cloyſter'd ſcene, 
Where moody Sloth, in lonely cell ſedate, 
Counts the ſlow paſſive hours, of ling'ring Fate, 
(Each thought, each active virtue long reſign'd,) | 
Stagnates the genial current of the mind 
Thoſe, in that age, (like Bacon fam'd of yore), 
Who firſt, faint Science's darkling maze explore, 
On thy enlivning liebt, ſhall PER. afar, 
And own %% radiance for, their polar tar, 
Which, in their Heav'ns fixt, with kindly oleam, 
Opes thro the ambient miſt, a chearing beam; 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe uence, ſhall the new-born theme controul, 
Whoſe genius animate, inform the whole, 

And conſecrate, thro' wide-extcnding climes, 
(Wrought on the ſtoried ſhrine of after-times,) 
The incenſe due, the high applauſe you claim, 


From votive annals of recording Fame. 
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